
Duxbuiy CUpper. Wednesday. December 2. 1998

Field Notes

Stuffed to the gills with turkey and all its accompa-.
niments, my many house guests and I went on several
calorie-burning excursions this weekend. I started with
the Farm in Marshfield on Friday, hoping that the sight
of a Long-eared Owl would detract their attention from

the leftover pecan pie.at least until lunchtime. The
Farm was looking very pretty. The fields Were a deep
gold and btqwii and the sky * sharp winter blue. Canada
Geese y/ere loafing about here and there; We picked out
some Gadwalls on the pond and a couple of Mallards in
the wet panne. As we passed the Piggery Loop, a little
flock of Eastern Meadowlarks went'up from the fields
and swirled past us. Their yellow breasts flashed at us as
they turned and flew out past Fox Hill.

Some of us were out for exercise, so we walked the
long trail towards the tiny South River. This Sparrow

Trail meanders through wetlands, and Mass. Audubon
has kindly provided a long, comfortable boardwalk on
which to walk. Out on this trail, the weeds grow tall,

and White-thrbdted Sparrows flit and flutter in and out
of the underbrush. The little river was very still and

the wind
HarrierflSSn 0Veu lhC distant fields' a No««flew low over the grass, searching for lunch.

From the top of Fox Hill we scanned the horizon for
hawks but found only a scattering of crows. I once saw
a coyote from th.s spot, and I tried hard on Friday ,o
find.one again knew that my guests would be Jon
"shed to see this animal, but despite the evidence of
their existence here, we saw no coyoles

After Fox Hill, I crossed my fingers and took them
to the spo, where the Long-eared Owls have been see™

ofl,i J" T my ftagi'e h0ld over the movements
,h,m lnd.e1fendent ?°UP had dipped, and I had to round
them up hke stray sheep. The birch woods were empty

iT"1' T thC °n'y disaPP°'"'ed one. My
a horee tuned toward 'he b

.Li!idin^ °Ur Way throu8h the woods on the
* PuJ I EPardwalk when-I spotted the immature Red-
shouldered Hawk that has been hanging around laSy.
He was as usual, sating quietly on a branch not for

iTh5erc WeuWCre °Ursdves makin8 ^ile a n«:ket. He
watched us w«h a cynicalyellow eye as we passed the

ShT"1.^ s™" was p™Periy wSLKhim and his quiet ways, and after marveling at his
fierce look and gentle -manner, we tiptoed past him Z
out onto the path home.

Other walks this weekend included North Hill Con
servation land where we put up dozens of Ring-necked
Ducks off the pond (I was clearly.not getting any better
at leadmg a quiet group) and Duxbuiy Beach. At the
beach I found very few land birds, but on the ocean there

c^r^n^^1^ L?°ns' a Common Loon, a
coyple of Oldsquaws, and several distant scoters. Quite
close to shore, I found our little wintering band of Red-
breasted Mergansers coasting along. Their numbers have
grown to over 30 birds this year!

GoodBirding!


